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AS GARRISON left this last

business conferenee in K-,
where tho tall buiklLngs, and
the amazing crowdd always

sccntcd such a eommentary on the
power and force and wealth ol" Amer¬

ica and the world, and was on hi3

way to the railway atation tv> take

a train fo"r G-, his home city, his

thoughU turned with peculiar empiiasis
and hope, if not actually pleasure.
and yet'tt was a pleasuro, of a »ad,
oTistressed kind.to ldelle. Wl .<¦ .<< was

she now? What was she doing at tfriis
particular moment.it wa after 4 oo"
a gray November afternoon; just the
fimo. r.-; he well knew, winter or sam- \

nier. when she eo much preferred to
be glowing at an afternoon reception, a

"tho dnnsant," or ft hotel grill where
there was dancing, and always, as be
W6ll knew, in company with thosevivid
young "sports" or pleasure lovers of
the town who were always following
her. ldelle, to do her no injustiice, bad
aboiK her thnt somothinp;, even after
three years of marriage, that drcw
them, some of the wor?t or best.
mainly tho worst, he thought nt times

of those who made his home city, the
great far-fiung G , interesting and
iri the forefront socially and in every
other way.
What a gfrl! What a history! And

hrow strange that he should have been
attracted to her at all, he with his
forty-eight years, his superior (oh,
very much!) social position, his con-

seryativo friends and equal.ly con-

Bervative manners. ldelle was so dif-
.fcrent, so boyden, aimost coarse, in her
.waya nt times, actually gross and vul-
grfr (deriyed from her French tanner
father, no doubt, not her sweet, re-

.liring Polish mother), and yet how at¬
tractive, too, in so many ways, with,
.nr.t rich russet-brown-gold hair of
hers, her brown-black eyes. aimost
pupil-less, the iris and pupil being of
the same color, and that trig, vigorous
s';£;ure, always tailored in the smnrtcst
way! She was a paragon.to him at
least.or had been to begin with.
How tingling and duety theso atreeta

of K- wen', r.o vital always! How
*!arply the taxis of this mid-Westem
city turned corners.'

But what a period he had endured
since he had married her, three years
before! What tortures, what de3pairs!
If only he could make over Idello to
suit him! But what a wonderful thing!
that destrqying something called'
beauty was, especially to one, like him¬
self, who found life tirosome in so

mar,.- ways something to possess, a

showpiece against the certain inroads
of time, something wherewith to arouse
envy in other r tsods.

Al latl they ware raaching the
atmtionl

She did not deserve that he should
loVe her. It was tho most unfortunate
thing for him thnt he did, but how
. o-uld he help it now? How overcome
it? How punish her for her misdeeds to
him without punishing himself more?
Love was such an inscrutable thing; so
often one lavished it where it was not
even wanted, God, he could testify to
that! lie was a fine example, really.
She cared about as much for him as she
d)d for the lamppost on the corner, or
an okl discarded fair of shoes. And
yet. He was never tired of look¬
ing at her, for one thing, of thinking
of her ways, her moods, her s»crets.
She had not done and was not doing as
the should- it was impossible, he was

beginning to suspect, for her so to do-
and still-
He must stop and send her a tele-

gram before the train left! What a

pleasuro it was, indced, anywhere and
al all times, to have her hanging on

his arm, to. walk into a restaurant or

drawing voom and to know that of all
those present none had a more at-
tiactive wife than he, not one. For all
ldelle':; commonplace birth and lack of
position to begin with, she was the
Bmartest, the best dressed, the most
elluring, by far at least, ho thought
so.of all the set in which he had
nlaced her. Those eyes! That hair!
That gracefu! figure, always so sinartly
arrayed! To be sure, she was a little
young for him. Their figures side by
Fide were somewhat mcongruous he
wjth his dignity and years and aimost
military bearing, as so many told him,
the with that air of extrcme youthful-
ness and lure which always brought sa

many of the younger set to her side
wherever they hannened to be. Only
there was the other galling thought:
That she did not wholly belong to him,
j.nd never had. She was too interested
in other ini.-n, and always had been
Her youth, thi.t wretched pa«t of hors
bad been little more than a luric
atreak of bad, even evi! yes, evil.
conduct. She had, to tel! the truth
been r. v;!e girl, sensuous, selfish, in-
.onsiderate, unrep^ntant, and was Rtill
nd yet he had married her in spite o:

i that, knov/ing it really. Only a
st he bad not known quite all.

I "Yrs, cll three. of these! And wni

j 11 / y< t my sUeper ticket!"

Ljk No wondr-r people had talked, though
Q He had heard it -that she had mar
Wm rxe.a him for hi.-s money, position, the
^^ tOO Old, v.-as

.candal, etc. Well, maybe it was
But he had been rond of her
terribly i-.o ar,,j »he of him, or aeem
Ingly, ^ flrst. Yen, abe must have beei
.iner manner, her enthusiasm, if tera
porary, for h!m! Those happy, happ;
flrst -iaya they spent together! He
Qmet aaaumptlon of the rftle of hoat
«ss ln Slcard Avenue at flrst, her man
ner of receiving and living up to be:
duties! It was wonderful, so promis
fng, Yes, there was no doubt of it
she must havo car«-d for hlrn a littlo a
first. Her brain, too, requlred a mai
of hia years to undcrstand some phaseij *\f Jl«r moods and ideas, and as for hin
.'w«H, he was aa crazy about her thei
as now-more so, jf anything.-or wa
ae? Wasn't she Just as wonderful t«
him now an she had been then? TroTj
Ye«, Jove or inffftuatlori of thia kim

was a terrible thing, so impossible to
overcome.

"Car three, section seven!"

WouLd he ever forget the night he
had first seen her being carried into
the Mercy General on that canvas am-

bulance stretc! er, her templo bruised,
one arm broken and internal injuries
for which she had to be operated on at
once.-a torn diaphragm, for one thing
.and of how she had instantly fasci-
nated him? Her hair was loose and
bad fallen over one shoulder, her hands
limp. Those hands! That picture!
He had been visiting his old friend
Dr. Dorsey and had wondered who she
was, how she came to be in such a

dreadful accident and thought her so

beautiful. Think of how her beauty
might have been anarrcd, only it wasn't,
thank goodness!
His telegram should be delivered in

one hour, at most-^that would reach her
in time!

'j*hen and there he had decided that
he must know her if she did not die,
that, perhaps she might like him as he
did her, on the instant; had actually
sufTered tortures for fear she would
not! Think of that! Love at first
sight for him.-and for one who had
since caused him so much suffering.
and in her condition, torn and bruised
and near to death! It was wonderful,
wasrr't it?

How stuffy thesse trains were when one

first entered them.coal smoky!

Ami that opera tion! What a solemn
thing it was, really, with only himBelf,
the cLoctor and three nurses in the
enipty operating room that night. Dor¬
sey waa so tall, so solemn, but always
so cotu-ageous. He had asked if he
miglit not be. present, although he did
not know her, and because there were
no relatdves about to bar him out, no
one to look after her or to tcll who she
was, the accident, having occurred after
midnight in the suburbs, he had been
aJlowed by Dorsey to come in.

"Yes, put thc7>i~down here!"

Ile had puDed on a white slip over
his business suit, and clean white
cotton gloves on his hands, and had
then been allowed to come into tho ob-
servation gallery whiLo Dorsey, as-
sisted by tho hospital staff, had op¬
erated on her. He saw her cut open
the blood.heard her groan heavily
under ether! The pity of it.the fear
he had felt that she might not come to!
How the memory of her sweet, pretty
face, hidden then under bandages and
a gas cone, had haunted him!

The train on this other track, its
windirws all polished, its dining car
tables set and its lamps already glow-
ing!

That was anotler of those fool
dreams of his of love and happiness
that had tortured him so of late. From
the first, almost without quite knowing
it, he had been bewitched, stricken with
this fever, and could not possibly think
of her dying. And afterward, with her
broken arm set and her torn diaphragm
mended, he had followed her into the
private room which he had ordered and
had charged to himself (Dorsey must
have thought it. queer! \, and then had
waited so restlessly at his club until
the next morning, when, standing be-
side her bed, he had said: "You don't
know me, but ray name is Garrison--
Upham Bratnerd Garrison. Terhaps
you know of our family here in G-,
the Willard Garrisons. I saw you
brought in last night. I want to be of
service to you if I may, to notify your
friends, and be of any other use that I
can. May I?"
How well he remembered saying

that, formulating it all beforehand, nnd
then being so delighted when she ac¬
cepted his services with a peculiar
quizzical smile.that odd, evaslve
glance of hers!

Men struek ear whcels this way, no
douht, in order to see tliat they were
not broken, liahle to fly to pieces when
(he train was running fast and so de-
stroy the lives of all!

And then she had given him her ad-
dress.her mothcr's, rather, to whom
he went at once, bringing her back with
him. And the fiowers he had sent, and
tho fruit, and the gifts generally,'everything he thought sho might like!
And then that queer friendship with
idelle afterward, hia quickly realized
dream of biiss when sho had let him
call on her daily, not telling him any¬
thing of herself, of course, evadlrg him
rather, and letting him think what he
would, just tolerating him! Yes, she
had played her game fair enough, no

doubt, only he was so eager to believe
that everything was going to be per-
feet with them.smooth, easy, lasting
bliss always. What a fool of lov© he
really was!

What a disgusting fat woman coming
in with all her bagn! Would this train
never start t

t
At that time -how sharply it had all

burned itself into his memory!.he
had found her living as a young widow
with her bnby daughter at her mothcr's,
only she waan't a widow really. Jt was

t all make-bcll-vo. Already she had
i proved a riant scoffer at the conven-

tiona, a wastrel, only then ho did not
know that. Where ho thought ho waa
making un impression on a fairly un-
sophisticated girl, or at least ono not
roughly used by the world, in reality
ho was merely a new senaation to her,
an incident, a convenienco, something
to lift her out of a mood or a dllemma
in which she found herself. Although
he did not know it then, one of two
quarrelllng men had just attempted to
kill her via that automoblla accident,
and sho had wished peace, escape from
her own thoughts and the attontlons of
her two ardent wooers, for tho time
being, anyhow. But there were others,
or had been before them, a long line
apparontly of almost disgusMng.-but
no, h« could not say quito that.CTeat-
ures with whom sho had been.well,
why *ny it? And he had fancied for

he moment that he was the big event
n her life.or might be! He!
But even so, what tiiffercncc did all

hat mako either, if only she wo-.ild
ove him now? Whai: would he care

vho or what she was, or what she had
lone before, if only she really cared
or him as much as he cared J'or her.
ir half as much.or even a minute por-
ion! But Idelle could never care for
,ny one really, or at least not for him,
>r him alone, anyway. She was too
.estless, too fond of variety in life.
lad she not, since the first six or

teven months in which she had known
ind married him, little more than tol-
rated to endure him? She did not
.eally need to care for anybody; they
til cared for her, sought her.

At last they were going!
Too many men of station and means -

rounger than himself, as rich orricher,
"ar moro clever and fascinating in
ivery way than ho would ever be (or
ihe would think so because sho really
iked a gayer, smarter type than he
lad ever been or ever could be now).
/ied with him for her interest, and had
with each other before ever he came
)n the sxiene. She was, in her queer

back and marry him, although each of
them was married now!

That f.ock of crows flying acres that
distant fleldl
Of course, Idelle laughed at it, or

prei ulcd to. She pretended to be
faithiul to him, to tell him all lis was

unavoidable gossip, the aftermath of a

disturbing past, before ever she saw

him. But coald he believe her? Was
she not really planning so to do-
leave him and return to J- ('
this time legally? How could he tell?
But think of the vajraries of human
nature and character, the conniving
and persuasive power of a man of
wealth like J-C He had left
his great business in B to come

here to G- in order to be near her
and annoy him (Garrison) really not
her, perhaps.with his pleas and crazy
fascination and adoration when she
was now safcly and apparently happily
married! Think of the strangeness,
tho shame, the peculiarity of Idelle's
earlier life! And she still insisted
that this sort of thing was worth
while! All his own station and wealth
and adoration were not enough.be¬
cause he could not. be eight or ten peo-

had seemed to end so favorably.he
having been able to win and marry her
.still in reality it had ended most dis-
astrously, she having eventually left
him as she did. Jessica, too, wa.; like
ldelle in so many way-, as young, as

gay, as forceful, nearly as pretty, if
not quite, but not with Idelle's brains.
You had to admit that in connection
with ldelle. She had more brains,
force, self-reliance, intuition, than
most women he knew anything about,
young or old.

But to return to Jessica. At first
she seemed to think he was wonder¬
ful, a man of the world, clever, witty,
a lover of light, frivolous, foolish
things. such as dancing, drinking, talk-
ir.g idle nonsen.se. which he was not

at all. Yes, that was where he had
always failed, apparently, and always
would. He was not a man of flare.

Thnt
roof.'

flock of pigeons on that harn

That was the trouble really.at the!
bottom he had always been slow,
romantic. philosophic, moditative, while
trying in the main to anpear something
else, whereas other men. at least those

he hoped to appear as somebody, was

always doing and liking.

These poor countrymen, alu-ays loiter-
ing about their village station!

And the women they ran with were

just like them. like Jessica, like Idelle
.smart, showy and liked that scrt of
man.and so..

Well, he had pretended to be all
that and more, when she (.Jessica) had
appeared out of that pay group, petite,
blond (Idelle was darker), vivacious,
drawn to him by his seeming reality
as a man of the world and a gay cava-
lier. She had actually fallen in love
with him at sight, as it were, or

seemed to be at the time.she!.and
then, see what hud happened! Those
awful months in G-after she
had returned with him! The agonies
of mind and body!

If only that stout travelling man in
that gray suit would crase atariiig at
him! It must be the horn-rimmed
glasses he had on which interested. him
so! These mid-Western people!

Instantly almost, only a few sveeks
after they were married, she seemed
to realize that she had made a mis-

way, a child of fortune, of genuine,
really. Life would use her well for
somo timo yet, whatever she did to him
or any other person, or whatever he
sought to do to her in revenge, if he
over did. She was far too attractive
yet, too clever, too errant, too indif-
ferent, too spiritually free, to be rieg-
lected by any one yet, let alone by
such seeking, avid, pleasure lovers as

always followed her. And because she
wouldn't allow him to interfero (that
was the basis on which she h:id agreed
to marry him, her porsonal freedom)
she had nlways been nblo to go and do
and be what she cho:,e, nearly, Just
as she was going and doing now.

These wide yards and that ruek of
Bhabby yellow-and-black houses, bc-
grirncd and dirty externally and inter-
nally no doubt, with eouls nearly as

drab in them, perhaps. IIow much bet¬
ter it w:ib to be rich. like himself ar.d
ldelle; only she valucd her station so

light ly!

Always, wherover he went these days,
and his affairs preventcd him from be¬
ing with her very much, she wna in his
mind-what sho was doing, whcro sho
W»s going, with whom she might bo
now.ah, tho sickemng thought, with
whom sho might bo now, and where.
with that young waster Keene, pos-
sibly, with his millions, his shooting
preservo and his yacht; or Browne,
equally young and still in evldence,
though desertod by her to marry him,
Garrtson; or J..>. C-, with .vhorn
ldelle had had thnt highly offensivo
uffalr In U-flvo years before, when
sho was only eighteen. Eighteen! The
wonder year! He, too, was hero in
G.- now after all these years, this
eame J-C-, nnd after Idello hnd
left him oncel Yes, he was hanging
about her ngain, wanting her to come

p!o at once, no doubt. Rut why should
he worry? Why not let her go ? To
the devil with her, anyhow! She
merely pretended to love him in her
idle, wanton npirit, because she could
.well, because she could play at youth
and love! .

Barkersburg.a plac» of .10,000, and
the train not Ktopping! Tho sun, break-
ing through for just one peep after,
this gray day, under those free:-:

The trouble with his life, as Garri-
son now saw it, was that throughout it
for the last. twenty years, and before
that even, in spite of his youth and
money, he had been craving the favor
of just such a young, gay, vigorous,
attractive creature as Idello or Jessica

she of his earlier years-in the way
of womanhood and not realizing it to
any degree commensurate with his de¬
sire, which had, of course, placed him
ot a disadvantage in dealing with
women life them. Years before- -all
of fourteen now, think of it!.there
had been that affair between himself
and Jessica, daughter of tho rich and
fa.-.hionnble B '3, of Lexington,
which had ended so disastrously for
him. He had been out there on Colo¬
nel Lodgebrook's estate attonding to
Bomo property which belonged to his
father when *ho had crossed his path
at tho colonel's house, thnt great es-
tate in Kentucky. Then, for tha &raj
time really, ho hnd realized .he delight
of having a truly boa»tfful girl inter¬
ested in him, and him alone, of being
really attracted to him-for a littlo
while. It was wonderful.
The smothered clavg of that croseing

bell!

Bi * also what a fallure! How
painful to hork back to that, und yet
how could he evoid lt? Although it

who were so successful with women,'
were hard and gay and quick nnd
thoughtless, or sq ho thought. They
said and did things more by instinct
then ho ever could, were successful
well, just because they were what they
were. You couldn't do those things by
just trying to. And gay, pretty, fasci-
nating women. such as ldelle or Jessica,
the really worthwhile one.-'. seemed to
realize this instinctively an 1 to like
that kind and no other. When they
found a sober and reflcctlve man like
himself. or one even inclined to be,
they drew away from him. Yes. they
did; not consciously always, but just
instinctively. They wanted only men!
who tingled and sparkled and glittered
like themselves. To think that love
must always go by blind instinct in-
stead of merit- genuine, adoring pas-
.sion!

This must be Phillipsburg coming into
view! He. couldn't mistake that high,
round water towerl

Ah, the tragedy of seeing nnd know-
ing this nnd not being able to remedy
it, of not being able td make one's self
over into something like that! Some-;
how, Jessica had been betrayed by
hia bog-flre resemblanco to the thing
which sho took him to be. He was a

bog lire and nothing more, in so fnr ns
sh-a v*as concem&d, all she thought be
was. Yet because he was ho hungry,
no doubt, for a woman of her type he
had pretended that he was "the real
thing," ns she so liked to describc a
gay chftracter, a "sport," a mnn of
hablts, bnd or good, as you choose; one
who lik?d to gamble. shoot, raee, nnd
do a lot of things which he really did
not care for r.t all, but which the
crowd or group with which he waa
nlwnys flnding himself, or with whom

take. It seemed not to make the
slightest difference to her, after tho
first week or so, that they were mar¬
ried or that he was infatuated with
her or that he was who he was or
that'he every move and thought were
beautiful to him. On the contrary,
it seemed only to irritate her all tho
more. She seemed to sense then.not
before.that he was really tho one
man not suited to her by temperament
or taste or ideas, not the kind she
imagined sho was getting, and from
then on there were the most terrible
days, terrible-

That pretty girl turning in at that
village i,atc!

Trying, depressing, degrading really.
What dark frowns used to flash across
her faco like clouds at that time.she
was nineteen to his twenty-four, and so
pretty!.tho realization. perhaps, that
she had made a mistako. What 6he really
wanted was the gay, anachronistic,
unthinking, energetic person he had
»emed to be under ihe stress of the

life at Ledgebrook's, not tho quiet,
reasoning, dreamy person ho really
was. It was terrible!

Tall trees made such shadowy aisles
at vvcning!

Finally she had run away, disap-
peared completely one morning after
telling him she was going shopping,
and then never seeing him any moro--
ever.not even once! A telegram
from R-had told him that sho was
Koing to hor mothcr's and for him not
to follow hor, please; and then before
he could make up his mind really what
to do had come that old wolf Cald-
well, the famous divorco lawyer of
G-» representing her mother, no
doubt, and in smcvith, ingratiatlng. per-

suasive tones had talked about the ira-
mense folly of atterepting to adjust
natural human antipathies, the sad-
ness of all human inharmonies, the
value of quiet in all attempts a' sep-
aration, the need he had to look after
his own social prestige in G-, and
the like, until finally Cnldwell had per-
suaded him to accept a decree of de-
sertion in some Western state in
silence and let her go out of his life
forever! Think of that!

The first call for dinner! Perhaps he
had better go at once and have it over

with! Ho wanted to retire early to-
night!

But Jessica.how she had haunted
him for years after that! The whole
city seemed to suggest her at times,
even after he heard that she was mar¬

ried again and the mother of two chil¬
dren, so strong was the feeling for
anything one lost. Even to this day
certain corners in G-, the Bran-
dingham, whera they bad lived tompo-
rarily at first; Mine. Gatcley's dress-
making establishment., where sho had
had her gowns made, ar.d the Tussock-
ville entranee to the park.always
touched and hurt him like some old,
dear, poignant melody.
How this train Iv.rchcd as one walkcd!

The crashing couplings between these
ca rs I

And then, after all these busy, sober-
ing years, in which he had found out
that there were some things he was not
and could not be.a gay, animal man
of the town, for instance; a "blood," a

wastor, and some things that he was.

a fairly capable financial and com¬
mercial man, a lover of literature of
sorts, and of horses, a genial and ac-

ceptablo person in mnny walks of society
-.had come ldelle.

Think of the dining car being crowded
thus early! Ar.d such people!
He was just settling down to a semi-

resigned acceptance of himself as an

affectional, emotional failure in so far
as women were conccrned, when she
had come -ldelle.this latest storm
which had troubled him so much.
ldelle bad brains, beauty, force, in-
sight.more than Jessica ever had had,
or was he just older?.nnd that was
what made her so attractive to men, so
indifferent to women, so ready to leave
him to do all the worshipping. She
could understand him, apparently, at
his time of life, with his sober and in
some ways sad experiences and sympa-
thize with him most tenderly when she
chose, and yet, strangely enough, ehe
could ignore him also and be hard,
cruel, indifferent. The way she could
neglect him at times.go her own

way! God!

Not a bad seat, only now it waa too
dark to see anything outside! These
heavy forksl
But to return to that drendful pagan

youth of hers, aimost half-savagc:
Take that boy who shot himself at the
age of sixteen for love of her, and all
because sho would not run away with
him, not caring for him at all or she
would havo gone! What a sad case
that was! And his father had come
nnd denounced her to her parents in
her own home, according to her, and
still she denied that it had been her
fault. And those other two youlhs,
one of whom had embc:-.zk>d $]0,000 and
spent it on her and several other boys
and girls, and that other one who had
stolen five hundred in small sums from
his father's till and safo nnd then
wasted it on her and her companions
at country inns until he was caught.Those country clubs! Those little
rivers she deacribed, with their canoes

tho automobiles of these youths -the
dancing, drinking, eating life under the
moon in the warmth of spring and
summer under the trees! And he had
never had anything like that, never!
When one of the boys, being caught,complained of her to his parents as
the cause of his evil ways she denied
"¦ so she said, and did to this day,saving she really did not know he was
stealing tho money and calling him
coward or cry-baby. ldelle told him
of this several years ago as though it
had some huraorous aspects, as possi-bly it had, to her who knows? -butwith some remorsd, too, for she was
not. wholly indifferent to the flight of
these youths, althougE srTe* contended
that what she had given them of her
time and youth and beauty was ample
compensation. Yes, she was a bad
woman, just the same, or had been.a
bad girl, say what one would, a child
of original evil impulse. One could
not deny that really. But what fasci-
nation also, even yet, and then nodoubt.terrible! He could understand
tho fascination of those youths. their
recklessness. There was somethingabout sheer beauty, evil though it
might be, which overcame moral preju-dices or scruples. It had done so in
him, or why was he living with her1Why? Why?
How annoying to have a train stop in

a station while you were eating!
Beauty, beauty, beauty! How could

one gainsay the charm or avoid thelure of it? Not he, for one. Trigbeautiful women, those who carricdthemselves with an air and swing and
suggested by their every movemen:
pasBion, alertness, gayety 0f mind!Ihe church bells might ring and mill-
ions of religionists preach of a li'<hereafter with a fixed table of rewardsnnd punishraents, but what did any oneknov of tho futuro, anyhow? Nothing'Exactly nothing, in spite of all thechurches. Life appeared and disap-peared again; a green door opened andout you went, via a train -reck, for
¦nstance, on a night like this. All thesefarmers here tilling their fields andmaking their little homes and towns-where would they bo in forty or fiftv
yoars, with all their moralitiea! Nohere and now was life, hero nnd owhenuty -here and now ldelle, or creat-
ures like her and Jessica.
He wottld pny ftfr hiU aud ff0 {nfe ^.moker for a change. It would be pleat-

ant to sit there until his bertk v-jmade up. ^

Then, take that affair of the banker'ison, young Gratiot it was. whotn hknew well even now here in G_ i*
Gratiot did not know that he knt*'
or did he ? Perhaps he was still friemTly with Idelle, although she denied it!You could never really believe her Hit was. according to her, who had caot'ured her l'ancy with his fine airs aJ
money and car when she was ordy 8.,enteen, and then robbed her (or'couU
you call it robbery in Idelle's caseseeking, restlcss creature that «h'was?) of her indifTerent innoceace.
Those fascinating coke ovens bltufag\in the dark beside the track. mih ajt'trmile!

Somehow her telling him thesethina
at first, or rather shortly after thnjwere married and when she was goingjto make a cleem breast of everythin*and lead a better life, had thrown «wonderful glamour over her past.

uGay Stories"! What a vnme for ,magazine! Ar.d that stout o'.d travellini
i reading it!man

What a strange thing it was to be (girl like that with passions and i!.
lusions like that! Perhaps, after all
life only came to those who sought it)with great strength and natural gifts,But how hard it was on those wh»
hadn't anything of that kindl Ncveri
theless, people should get over fh»
follies of their youth-Idelle ahouldl
anyhow. She had had enough, goodj
ness knows. She had been one of th«_
worst -hectic, vastly excited about lifel
irresponsible.and she should havi
sobered bv now. Why not? Look at a!J
he had to offer her! Waa that not
enough to effect n change? while it
made her interesting at times, this lefu
over enthusiasm, still it was so ridicu-
lous, and made her non-desirable, too
as either a wife or mother. Yet no
doubt that was what had made her su
fascinating to him, too, at this iat«
day and to all those other men in
B- and elsewhere that blazing
youthfulness. Strange as it might
seem, he could condone Idel%'s dread-
ful dceds even now, just as her mother
could, if she would only behave her¬
self, if she would only love him and
him alone but would she? She seemed
so determincd to be-nd everything to
her service, regardless.

No use! He couldn't stand thtu
travclling men in this smoking reonl
He must have the porler make up hit
bcrth!

And then had come J C -, the
one who was still hanging about her
now, the one with whom she had had
that dreadful affair in B- that al¬
ways depressed him so much to think
about. Of course, there was one thing
jto be said in extenuation of that, if
you could say anything al all -which
you couldn't really -and that was that
Idelle was no longer a good girl thon,
but experienced and with all her blaz-
ing disposition aroused. She had capt-
ured the reins of her life then and wai
doing as she pleased.only why couldn't
he have met i.er then instead of J-
|C.-.? His own life had always been
so empty. When she had confessed BO
much of all this to him afterward
not this J. C affair exactly, but
the other things why hadn't he left
her then? He might have and saved
himself all this agony -or could he
have then '.' He war, twice her p.ge when
he married her and knew better, only
he thought he could reform her.or did
;he? Was that the true reason? Could
he admit the true reason to himself?

'Yes, make it vp right away, if you
will!" Nor: bc would have to wait about
avd hr borcd!

But to come back to the s'ory of
,i- C- and all tha' hec'ic life in
l-i._t j- ,- .. seenjg| },ad
been one of four or five very wealthy

managing v ce-presidenta of the
[verson-Centelal Frog and Switch
Company, of B ., and Idelle, because
her father had suddenly died after her
affair with young Gratiot, never know-
ing n thing about it, and her mother,
not knowing quite what to do with her,
had (because Idelle seemed to wish it)
sent her to siay with a sister in B-,
only the sister having to lcava fcr ft
time shortly after Idelle reached tfr*r»,
a girl friend who had moved from
G-to B-had, at Idelle's sugge*-
tion apparently, suggested that shs
stay with her until the aunt's return,
and Idelle had then persuaded be*
mother to agree to this.

That tall, lanky girl having to tleep
in that. upper berih opposite! Euro-
pean sleeping cars uere so much bet»
tcr!

Her g<rl friend was evidently scnie-

thing like Idelle, or even worse. At
any rate, Idelle appeared to hav«
been able to wind her around her fh>
ger. Through her she hnd found some
method of being introduced to (or let-
ting them introduce themselves) a few
of these sn-.art new-rich men of the
town, atnpr.i-; them two of these sarM
vice-presidents, oi e of whom was 3 '

C- .. According to Idelle, he wa.- »

lavish and even reckless epender, want-
ing it to appear generally that he could
do anything and have anything that
money could buy, and liking to be ?een
in as many ns a uozcr. public places to
one afternoon or evening, especially Bt
week ends, only there w<rren"t so mar.y
in B- nt the time.

Thia must be CentcrfielJ. the .^..<5
ocpital of K .. they were you- paf
ing without a pause! These th'ovak
expresscs cut so many large edties!
From the first, so Idelle said, he had

made violent love to her. though h»
was already married (unhappily. oi
course), and Bhe, caring nothing fo*
the con%-entions and not being of tht
kind that obcya any law* (wilful, P"*'
sionate, ieckle«s\ had received him

(Continued on paae thr4«)
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